BEAUTYs Cruelty : 


Tie Paſſionate 


An Excellent New Play- Song, much in Requeſt. 
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Toa New Flay-Hcuſe Tune, 


This may be Pyinted, R. b. 
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Here is one black and ſul⸗ len Vour, 
which Fate decrees our Lives ſhould know, 
Elſe we ſhoulv flight Almighty Power, 
w2ap'd with the Joys we find below : 
"Tis pal, dear Cynthia, now let Frowns be gone, 
A long, long pennance J have done, 
a long, long Pennance I have done, 
Foꝛ Crimes to me alag! unknown; 
for Crimes to me alas! unknown. 
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In each ſoft hour of flent Night, 
vour Image in mp T2cam appears, 
7 graſp the Soul of my Telight, 
ſlumber in Joy, but wak'd in Tears : 
Ah! faithleſs charming Saint, what will you da 
Let me not think Jam by vou, 
let me not think I em by you, 
Lov'd leſs, lov'd leſs, fo2 being true, 
loy'dleſs, lov'd leſs for being true. 
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Bekoze dear Cynthia J beheld . 

thy charming Face, my heart was free, 
From Love, and knew not how to yield 

to any Beauty but to thee: 
Bꝛight as the Sun that in the Eaſt doth riſe, 
Dio koꝛce me by a [wer Surpꝛzize, 

did force me by a ſweet ſurprize, 
To yield the Conqueſt to pour E eg, 

to yield the Conquelt to your Eyes. 


One pleaſing Smile, my Charming Fair, 
my Love-lick Heart with Joy to fill; 
Thy piercing Frowas b2z&ds my Deſpair, 
oh! let rhoſe Eyes that wound, not kill; 
Sinte by a Smile my heart you did intpire, 
And cre-:a-:ted in it a Fire, 
and cre--a--ted, &. 
That never, never can Expire, 
that never, &c. 


No longer then thus Tprannize, 
but all your Cruelty give ocr ; - 

And not a heart to tcue deipite, 
that Will fot cver you adoze; 


Priuted ſor P. Boksby, J. 


Ah! Charming Rymph, grant love fo2 love again, 
Do not by Frqwns create my Pun; 

do not by Frowns, &c. 
Nox toꝛture me by your Diſdain, 


nor Torture, &c. 


Who is my Crime, dear Cuithia, that 
my Pintthments is ſo ſebere? 
Te l me that J may Expiate 
my Crime, by a Repenting Tear; 
Fozvcar by Cruelty to Tozture me, 
J offer you a heart that's free , 
offer you, &c. 


From falſe Deceit and Flatrery, : 


| 


Oz tend me toemp witht fo2 Gave, 


from falſe, &c. 


Oh! why, von Powers, did frame” 
ber Heart lo hard, and Face fo fair ? * 


Her Fate did Grit my heart inllame, { 
ber Cruelt» needs my Welpair: | 
Bake her more kind, yz Powers, then A crave, [ 
Thar the may Cure the Wounds ihe gave, f 


that ſhe may Cure the Wounds the gave, | 
DD 


or {end me to my wiiht for Grave, 


Deacon, J. Back, J. Plate. 


